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The Temptft* 


(Which I difpers’d) they all haue met againe, 

And are vpon the lile'diterraxian Flote 
Bound iadly home for Naples, 

Suppofing that they faw the Kings fhip wrack*. 

And his great perfon perifh. 

Pro. Ariel, ihy charge 

Exactly is perform’d; but there’s more works t 
What is the time o'th’day ? 

Ar, Pa ft the mid feafon. 

Pro. At Ieaft two Glaffcs; the timeewsxt fix 8c now 
Muft by vs both be fpent in oft pvccioufly. 

Ar. Is there more toyle ? Sincey* doft giuc me pains. 
Let me remember thee what thou haft promis’d. 

Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pro. How now? moodie? 

What is’t thou canft demand? 

Ar, My Libercic, 

Pro. Before the time be out ? no more i 
Ar. Iprcthee, 

Remember I haue done thee worthy feruiee, 

Told thee no lyes, made thee no miftskings. Serv’d 
Without or grudge, or grumblings ; thou did promife 
To bate me a full yecre. 

Pro. Do’fi: thou forget 

From what atorment I did free thee? Ar. No. 

Pro. Thou do’ft; 8c think ft it much to tread f Ooze 
Ofthefalc deepe; 

To run vpon the ftiarpe windeofthe North, 

Todoemebufineffein the vcines o’tlf earth 
When it is bak’d with froft. 

Ar. 1 doc not Sir. 

Pro. Thou lieft, malignant Thing: haft thou forgot 
The fovvlc Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Enuy 
Was grownc into ahoope ? hail thou forgot her ? 

Ar. Wo -S tf. 

Pro. Tlibuhaft: where was She born? fpcak:tcllme: 
Ar. Sir, in Argier. 

Pro . Oh, was She fo: I muft 
Once in a moneth recount vyhat thou haft bin, 

Which thou forget ft. This damn'd Witch Sycorax 
For mifehiefes manifold, and furcerics terrible 
To enter humane hearing, from Argier 
Thou know’ft was banHh’d : for one thing fh e did 
They wold not take her life: Is not tins true t Ar. T, Sir. 
Pro. This blew ey’dhag, was hither brought with 
: And here was left by th’ Saylors; thou my flaue, (child. 
As thou reportft thy felfc,was then her femail r, 

And for thou waft aSpirit too delicate 
To ait her earthy, and abliord commands. 

Refuting her. grand hefts, file did confine thee 
By helpcofhcr.morc potent Miniftcrs, 

And tn hcrmdft vnmittigable rage. 

Into a clouen Pync, within which rift 
Imprifon’d, thou didll painetully remaine 
A dozen yeeres: within which fpacc fhedi’d, 

And left thee there; where thou didft vent thy groanes 
As faft as Mill-whecles ftrike: Then was this Hland 
(Sauc for the Sion, that he jdid lUtourhecre, 

A frekelld whclpc, hag-borne) not honour d with 
A humane fliapc. 

Ar. Yes: Caliban her forme. 

Pro. Dull thing,I fay fo: he, that Caliban * 

Whom now I keepe in fcruicc, thou beft khow’ft 
What torment ! didfinde thee in; thy grones 
Did makewolurs howle, and penetrate the breafts 
Gfeuer-angryBeares; it was atorment 


To lay ypon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
Could not againe vndoe: it was mine Art, 

When I arriu’d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Py nc,and let thee out, 

Ar. Ithanke theeMafter. 

Pro. If thou more murmur’ll, I will rend an Oafce 
And peg-theein his knotty entrailes,till 
Thou haft howl’d away twelue winters. 

Ar. Pardon, Mafter, 

I will be corrcfpondent to command 
And doe my fpryting, gently. 

Pro. Doe lo: and after two daies 
I will difeharge thee. 

Ar. That’s my noble Mafter: 

What lhall 3 doe ? fay what ? what Shall I doc ? 

Pro, Goe make thy felfe like a Nymph o’th’.Sea, 

Be fubie<ft to no fight but thine,and mine: inuifible 
T o cuery eye-ball elfe: goe take this flhape 
And hither come in’t: goe: hence 
With diligence. Exit. 

Pro. Awake, deetch art awake, thou haft flept well, 
Awake. 

Mir. The ftrangencs of your ftory,put 
HeauinelTe in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on. 

Wee’ll vifit Caliban,my flaue, who neuer 
Ycelds vs kinde anfwere. 

Mir. ’Tisrvi’hineSir, I doe not lone to lookeon. 

Pro. But as’tis 

We cannot miffe him: he do’s make our fire. 

Fetch in oi:r wood, and ferues in Offices 
That profit vs: What ht>a: flaue : Caliban : 

Thou Earth, thou: Ipeakc. 

Cal. within. there’s wood enough within. 

Pro, Come forth I fay, there’s other bufines for thee: 
Come thou T oi coys, when ? Enter Ariel like a water- 

Fi ne apparifion: my queint Ariel , Nymph. 

Hearke in thine eare, 

Ar. My Lord, it fhailbe done. Exit, 

Pro. Thou poyfonous flaue, got by J diucllhimfelfe 
Vpon thy wicked Dam; come forth. Enter Caliban, 

Cal. As wicked dewe, as ere my mother brufli’d 
With Raums feather from vnwholefome Fen 
Drop on you both: A South weft blow on yec. 

And b lifter you all ore. 

Frn.For this be furc, to night thou flialt haue cramps, 
Side-ftitches, that fhall pen thy breath vp, Vrchins 
Shall for that vaft ofnieht,that they may worke 
All excrcife on thee: thou fiialt be pinch’d 
Asthickeas hony-combe, each pinch more flinging 
Then Bees that made’em. 

Cal. I muft eat my dinner: 

This I{land’s mine by Sycorax my mother. 

Which thou tak’ft from me: when thoucam’ftfirft 
Thou ftroakftme,& made much of me.- wouldfl giuerne 
Water with berries in’c: and teach me how 
To namethe bigger Light, and how the leffc 
Thatburneby day,and night: and then 1 lou’dthee 
And fhew’d thee all the qualities o*th’ Ifle , 

The frefli Springs,Brine-pits; barren place and fcrtill, 
Curs’d be I that did fo: All the Charmes 
Of Sycorax-. Toadcs, Beetles, Bacts lighton you; 

For I am all the SubiesSs that you haue, 

Which fitft was min own? King : and here you fty-mt 
In this hard Rocke,while* you doc keepe from me 
The reft oW Ifland. 

Pro. Thou 


The Temped, 


S 


I Pro. Thoumoft lyingflauc, 

Whom ftripes may moue,nockindnes:I haue v s’d thee 
/Filth as thou art ) with humane care,and lodg’d thee 
In mine owneCell,-till thou didft fecke to violate 

Thchonorofmy childe, • 

CalP Oh-ho,ohho, would thad bene done: ■ 

Thou didft preuent me, I had pcopcl’d elfc 
! This Ifle with Calibans, 

' Mira. Abhorred Slauc, 

Which anypnnt of goodneffe wilt not cake^ 

Being capable ofall ill: I pictied thee, i 

Took pains to make thee fpcak, taught thee each tiourc 
One thing or other: when thou didft not (Sauage) 
Know thine owne meaning; but wouldfl gabble, like 
A thing mod brticifh, 1 endow’d thy purpofes 
With words that made thcmknownesBut thy vildrace 
/Tho thou didft lcarn)had that in’t,which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore wall thou 
Dcferuediy confin’d into this Rocke, who liadft 

Deferudmopechena prifon. 

(pal. You taught me Language,and my profit on’: 

Is,I know how to citrfc: the vcd-plaguc rid you 
For learning me your language. 

1 Prof. Hag-feed, hence: 

Fetch vs in Fewell, and be quickc tliou'rt beft 
Toanfwcr other bufinefie: fiirug’ft thou (Malice) 

! If thou neglctftft, or doft vnwiliingly 
What I command, He rackc thee with old Ct ampes, 

Fill all thy bones with Aches, make thee rorc, 

Thatbeafts fliall trcmblcat thy dyn. 

Cal. No,’pray thee. 

I muft obey, his Artis of fuehjpow’r, 

Jt would controll my Dams god Sctebos, 

And make a vaffaile ofhim. 

Pro. So flaue,hence. Exit Cal. 

Enter Ferdinand & Ariel, inseifiSleplaying <y fnging. 
Ariel Song. Come v»to tbefe jeHoivfands , 
and then take hands : 

Curt fed when you hone,and kiji 
the wilde wanes whtfl : 

Joote it featiy heere , and there , and facets Sp rights heart 

the burthen, Burth en d i (peri cdly. 

Harke,harke,bowgh watvgh: the watch-Aogges bar kg, 
bewgh.wawgh. 

Ar. Pfttrly harl>, ? hearty he flraine off rutting (fhanticler* 
cry cockadidleulowe, y 

F^nWherc {hold this Mufick be? I'th alre,or tli’carth? 

It founds nomorc,: and hire it waytes. vpon 
Some God’oth’Iland, fitting on a bafike, 

Weeping againe the King mv Fathers wracke. 

This Muficke crept by me vpon the waters, 

Allaying both their fury, 3nd my paffion 
With it’s fweet ayre i thence I haue follow’d it 
(Or it bath drawncme rather) but ’tis gone. 

No , it begins againe. 

ArttS $ bhg. FuRfadomfme thy Father lies,. 

Ofhu bones are (forrail made : 

Thofe arepear/es that were his tics. 

Nothing of him that doth fade. 

But doth faffer a Sea-change 
Intoforntthing rich,tfrfi range: 

Srea-N,imphs. hourly ring his knell. 

Burthen: ding dong. 
Harkenow Iheare them, ding-dong bed. 

, ^ tr \ Ditty do’s remember my dtown’d father, 

1 hi* is notnbrrall bufines, nor’np found 


That the earth owes: I heart it now aboue me. 

Pro, The fringed Curcaines of thine eye aduancc, 

, And fay what thou fee’ftyond. 

Mira. What is’t a Spirit? 

Lord,hoW it lookcs about :Beleeue me fir. 

It carries a braue forme. But’tis a fpirit. 

Pr«?,No wench,it eats,and fleeps,& hath fuch fenfes 
As we haue: fuch. ThisGallant which thou fee ft 
Was in the wracke : and but hec’s fomething ftain’d 
With greefe (that’s beauties canker) ^ mighc’ft call him 
A goodly perfon: he hath loft his fcllowes. 

And flrayes about tofinde’em. 

Mir. I might call him 
A thing diuinc, for nothing natural] 

Icuer faw fo Noble. 

Pro. Ir goes on I fee 

As my foitleprompts it.- Spirit,fine fpirit,lle free ihcc 
1 Within two dayes for this. 

Ftr. Moft-furethcGoddeffe 
On whom thefe ayres attend; Vouchfafc my pray’r 
May know if you remaine vpon this Ifland, 

And that you will lomc good iuftru/Iiongiue 
How I may bcare me hecrc : my prime requeft 
(Which I do laft pronounce) is fiOyoU'Wonderl 
Jf you be Mayd, or no ? 

Mr, No wonder Sir, 

But certainly a Mayd. 

Per. My Language ? Heaucn* * 

I am the beft of them that fpeake this fpebcb. 

Were I but where ’tis fpok cn, 

Pro. How? the beft? 

^ Vhat wcv c thou if the King of Naples heard thee ? 

Fer, A fingle thing, as I am now,that wonders 
To heare thcc ipcake of Naples .* he do’s heare me, 

■ And that he do’s, I wcepe: my felfe am Naples , 

Who, withmineeyes (neuer finceat ebbe) beheld 
The King my Father wrack’t, 

■ Alacke, for mercy. 

Fer, Yes faith 3 & all his Lords,theDukeof A//AVw ! 
And his braue fonne, being twainc. 

Pro. The Duke of Mtllaine 
And his more brauer daughter, could controll thee 
Ifnow’cwerefic to do’c: At the firft fight 
They haue chang’d eyes: Delicate Artel , 

He fee thee free for this. A word goodSir, 

I fcarc you haue done your felfe tome wrong : A word. 

Tilir. Why fpeakes my father fo vn gently ? This 
Is the third man that ere I faw: the firft 
That ere I figh’d for: pitty moue my father 
To be enclin’d my way, 

Fer. 0,ifaVirgin, 

And your affeflion not gone forth, lie makeyou 
The Queene of Naples. 

Pro, Soft fir, one word more. 

They are both in eythers powTs : But this fwift bufines 

I muft vneafiemake, leaft too light winning 

Make the prize light. One wordmore: I charge thee 

That thou attend me : Thoudo’fthcerevfurpc 

The name thou o w’ft not, and haft put thy felfe 

Vpon this Ifland, as afpy,towinit 

From me, the Lord on’t. 

Fer. No, as I am a man, 

Mir. Thet’s nothing ill, can dwell in fuch a Temple, 

If the ill-fpirit haue fo fay re a houfe. 

Good things will ftrmc to dwell with’:. 

Pro. Follow me* 

__ K% Pro. J 
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